LORD  HERBERT

TO HER FACE

FATAL aspect! that hast an influence
More powerful far than those immortal fires

That but incline the will and move the sense,
Which thou alone constraint, kindling desires
Of such an holy force as more inspires                      5

The soul with knowledge, than experience

Or revelation can do with all

Their borrow'd helps: sacred astonishment

Sits on thy brow; threat'ning a sudden fall

To all those thoughts that are not lowly sent,              10

In wonder and amaze; dazzling that eye
Which on those mysteries doth rudely gaze,

Vow'd only unto Love's divinity:
Sure Adam sinn'd not in that spotless face.

TO HER BODY

REGARDFUL presence! whose fix'd majesty

Darts admiration on the gazing look
That brings it not: state sits enthron'd in thee,

Divulging forth her laws in the fair book

Of thy command em ents, which none mistook               5

That ever humbly came therein to see
Their own unworthiness.   Oh! how can I
Enough admire that symmetry, express'd
In new proportions, which doth give the lie
To that arithmetic which hath professed                         10

All numbers to be hers ? Thy harmony

Comes from the spheres, and there doth prove
Strange measures so well grac'd, as majesty

Itself like thee would rest, like thee would move.

TO HER MIND

EXALTED mind! whose character doth bear
The first idea of perfection, whence

Adam's came., and stands so, how canst appear
In words, that only tell what here-      %